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Summary: 


Apollo blinks. “Do you know what it's like?” 


“What?” Percy opens and closes his mouth, gaping. He knows what he 
means, but he—well, he doesn't want to say it. And maybe if he plays dumb 
enough, Apollo will drop it. That's how it usually goes with Annabeth. 
“What do you mean?” 


“Sex,” Apollo says, way too easily, and Percy feels himself blushing again. 
Apollo squints. “You don't seem to—and don't get me wrong, Perseus, I'm 
not judging. You are seventeen still, and nowadays the average age of 
losing virginity is around sixteen for males, though it tends to skew lower 
for male demigods because of the life expectancy—” 


“Apollo,” Percy whines, and he snaps his mouth shut, eyebrows raising up 
to his hairline. “You're embarrassing me, gods.” 


“T suppose so,” Apollo raises an eyebrow. 


For Perpollo Week, Day 2: 
e "Do you know what it's like?" 
e "Kiss me." 
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never thought I'd meet you here; it could be love 


Author's Note: 
this also got too emotional. i guess this is just the vibe! 


In retrospect, it's probably—definitely—Meg's fault. Percy was just 
minding his own business, trying to recover his energy after infiltrating 
Commodus' palace and almost trying to beat the shit out of him in Apollo's 
defense, because as much as he's such a... self-absorbed loser, he isn't, 
necessarily, the worst person he's ever met. He doesn't exactly like their 
plans for tomorrow; the idea of Apollo and Meg going off alone to a cave of 
horrors is not exactly delightful, but he needs to stay behind and help 
protect the Waystation. 


“So what's sex like?” 


Percy chokes on a piece of red cheese and Apollo reaches over and pats his 
back, hard. It doesn't really help, but he appreciates it. What he doesn't 
appreciate, however, are Apollo's next words: 


“Why, it's an art, dear Meg,” Apollo says, nodding solemnly. He doesn't 
even look embarrassed. “A practiced dance. Is there any particular reason 
why you're wondering?” 


Meg shrugs, poking at her nose. Percy sighs, reaches out, and pulls her 
wrist to get her to quit. Her lack of manners were amusing at first, but now 
he just feels bad for his little street urchin. 


“T heard Emmie and Jo make a joke about it,” Meg grabs a cheese square 
and pops it in her mouth. She's gotten better at chewing with her mouth 
closed thanks to them, and Percy's never been more proud of his 
nonexistent skill to educate children. “About how it's not the same when 
you're old.” 


“Well, it isn't,” Apollo nods. He is way too serious and unsurprised about 
this, honestly; Percy doesn't like it. It's hard to look at Lester's dorky face 


and reconcile with the fact that he is, inside, a four-thousand-year-old 
bachelor who probably used to spend his weekends making models feel 
ugly with his presence, and had sex with half of them at the same time. 
“Doesn't mean it's bad. Tell me, Meg, has Ne—excuse me, has your step- 
father or someone else spoken to you about the ins and outs of sex?” 


Percy scowls at the mention of Nero. Ugh. To think he's been using 
demigods all this time, and helping orchestrate wars, traumatizing kids like 
Meg... when he sees him, Percy will not care that this is Apollo's quest, he 
will punch his lights out. 


“Nah,” Meg shrugs again. She doesn't actually seem to care much about the 
subject, which Percy has to admit he's glad about. But he can't relate. 
“Sounds gross.” 


“Tt is not, I assure you,” and here, Lester finally stumbles, glancing at Percy. 
“T'm sure Perseus here can confirm, since this body hasn't had the pleasure 
of experiencing it.” 


Percy blinks. Fuck. Uh, act natural. “Yeah, Meg, it's, uh, it's great. Kinda 
fun, I guess.” 


Both his companions look at him weirdly. Meg like she can't phantom how 
the fuck sex works, Apollo like he knows he's lying. Percy feigns ignorance 
and eats another cheese cube. 


“Well, yes,” Apollo says, glancing at Percy out of the comer of his eye. “I 
think it's a good idea to teach you the technicalities of it, Meg—” 


“Ew, I don't want to have sex with you—” 


Percy chokes again as Lester screams in horror. “Meg McCaffrey! That 
wasn't an offer! I'm talking about sex-ed!” 


“Oh,” Meg lets out, and her hand twitches as if to poke her nose again, but 
she glances at Percy and thinks better of it. “Okay then.” 


Percy doesn't know why he stays, but he has to admit it's kinda entertaining 
to see Apollo trying to find a cucumber around Emmie and Jo's kitchen, and 
then hear him getting scolded when he asks them for a condom, only to get 
a whole box thrown at his face. 


“Mortals are way too skittish about sex,” Apollo sniffs, looking down at 
them as he stands. He gets this faraway look in his eyes, probably thinking 
about all the orgies he's been in and the people he's fucked, and Percy 
blushes. Apollo notices, of course, and once more looks at him weirdly, but 
says nothing. “It's perfectly natural. Now, however, not everyone likes or 
enjoys sex, or feels sexual attraction, just like how not everyone feels 
romantic attraction. It's a whole asexual and aromantic spectrum. Is that 
clear, my dear student?” 


Meg shrugs. “I guess.” 


Apollo seems disappointed by the lack of enthusiastic response, so Percy 
decides to be nice. “Keep going, dude, better now than later.” 


“Right, thank you. Now,” Apollo waves the cucumber around, and Percy 
covers his mouth with his hand. Meg seems unimpressed. “This is a mock 
demonstration of a penis. It's smaller than what I'm used to handling—” 


Percy wheezes, and Meg says ew under her breath. 


“—_and I'm aware you lack this part, Meg, but the most important thing 
about sex-ed is covering all the bases. Now, you might find yourself 
interested in an individual who does have this part, regardless of their 
gender identity. The way you may conduct safely, in this situation, is...” 


Apollo takes his job seriously, credit where it's due. He teaches Meg how to 
put the condom on, even if she looks annoyed about it, and he goes on 
about different ways to apply stimulation, though he keeps it mild and 
child-friendly. Then, he explains penetration, and fingering, and Percy can't 
help but blush again, but it's fine. However, he ends up mentally tapping out 
when Apollo starts speaking about, uh, female parts, and decides to just 
leave them be and go to bed. 


Not ten minutes later, Apollo walks into their room, still holding the 
cucumber and the box of condoms. Percy stares, and pretends not to feel 
awkward when Apollo sits down next to him on his cot. 


“Perseus,” he sounds dead serious. Percy swallows. “Everything alright?” 


“Uh, yeah,” Percy nods, pressing his lips together. “All cool. I was just, uh, 
you know, it's gonna be a long day tomorrow—” 


“Of course,” Apollo's shoulders drop. He seems worried, and Percy regrets 
bringing it up; he didn't mean to remind him of his impending doom. “I was 
just wondering if you thought my... insistence to teach Meg was... 
unsavory.” 


Percy blinks. “Oh, not at all, man, it's cool. I'm just, well—you know, I 
know that stuff already.” 


“Right,” Apollo nods, seemingly relieved for a second, and then he frowns 
concernedly at him. Percy has to admit, that with the cucumber in his hand 
and condoms in the other, with the dorky face and the messy curly hair, 
Apollo is... fuck. Wait, no. Hold on, he—no. Nope. He refuses. “Are you 
sure?” 


Percy blinks, distracted by the realization that just hit his head that he 
refuses to acknowledge. “Of what?” 


Apollo blinks. “Do you know what it's like?” 


“What?” Percy opens and closes his mouth, gaping. He knows what he 
means, but he—well, he doesn't want to say it. And maybe if he plays dumb 
enough, Apollo will drop it. That's how it usually goes with Annabeth. 
“What do you mean?” 


“Sex,” Apollo says, way too easily, and Percy feels himself blushing again. 
Apollo squints. “You don't seem to—and don't get me wrong, Perseus, I'm 
not judging. You are seventeen still, and nowadays the average age of 
losing virginity is around sixteen for males, though it tends to skew lower 
for male demigods because of the life expectancy—” 


“Apollo,” Percy whines, and he snaps his mouth shut, eyebrows raising up 
to his hairline. “You're embarrassing me, gods.” 


“TI suppose so,” Apollo raises an eyebrow. “So you do not know what it's 
like?” 


Percy bites his lip, feeling Apollo stare. “Annabeth and I have... fooled 
around a little, but, you know, not the whole way—” 


“Wanna learn?” 


Percy chokes, for the third time tonight, eyes widening as he looks at 
Apollo's—Lester's—earnestly open, honest expression. He tries to speak 
several times, only to gape like a fish, and then he swallows. 


Fuck. Fuck, he has to acknowledge it, Lester is... well, he's charming, 
okay? He's cute, in a weird way. Percy hates it. It's weird. He's not even his 
type. But he... he has the right energy and he hates that and now he just 
asked if he wanted to learn about sex. 


Gods. Shit. Fuck. What was it that Jason said when they jerked off together 
on the Argo? No homo? Something like that. Maybe he can no homo this? 
It couldn't hurt, and Apollo knows what he's talking about—he has four- 
thousand years of experience. He could, uh, give him pointers? 


“T, uh, okay,” Percy nods, licking his lips. Apollo looks directly at them, 
which feels intense. “Okay, you can—I'm open to you, uh, teaching me.” 


“Perfect!” Apollo smiles, and Percy closes his eyes because this might not 
be Apollo Apollo, but his grin is still too bright at times. “Wonderful. I shall 
begin.” 


Percy braces himself for a kiss, like the awkward bro pecks he shared with 
Jason, keeping his eyes closed. When nothing happens for a few seconds, 
he frowns, and frowns even harder when he feels Apollo poke his cheek. 


“Uh, Percy?” Apollo asks. “I can't teach you sex-ed if you just keep your 
eyes closed.” 


Oh. Oh, he's using himself as a model? Okay, that works too. He hears 
shuffling and assumes he's getting naked, so Percy opens his eyes, nodding 
in embarrassment, but he is disappointedly not greeted by the sight of 
Lester shimmying out of his pants. 


Instead, Apollo is holding a notepad, and he's drawn a rather... accurate 
depiction of the female genitalia. 


“Now, I know the worry of all boys with girlfriends is performance,” 
Apollo starts, as Percy stares in confusion. “Which is valid. The female 
body is a tricky place, and every vagina, vulva, and clitoral area is different, 
in dramatically different ways. Some women really enjoy penetration, 
others would rather you not, and some are extremely sensitive while others 
need you to be rougher, so—” 


Percy realizes, with a wave of mortification coming over him, that Apollo 
wasn't offering a hands-on approach, or even to teach him how to pleasure 
himself. No, he's going for what Percy should've assumed he meant, instead 
of thinking like a creep, which is... actual sex advice. 


“IT personally enjoy giving head the most,” Apollo says, as Percy's brain 
reboots from how fucking embarrassing this is. “It is a delightful 
experience, and you don't have to limit yourself to the clit and surrounding 
areas, Some women enjoy anal play, as well, and some men do too, so that's 
something you could experiment with, don't be afraid of communication—” 


A jolt goes through his body. “That's normal?” 


Apollo blinks, looking up from where he was gesturing at the drawing. 
“Which part?” 


He blushes so hard, he's sure Emmie and Jo will confuse him with one of 
their cows. “Guys liking anal stuff. For themselves.” 


“Oh,” Apollo lets out, staring at him. And then, as if he hasn't processed 
that, he straightens up, raising his eyebrows. “Oh, yes, of course! It's great, 
very fun. I enjoy giving it more than receiving it, but a good prostate 


massage is extremely pleasurable either way. Is that something you and 
Annabeth are interested in?” 


He needs to stop forgetting he has a girlfriend. “Uh, I guess?” 


“Try talking to her about it,” Apollo nods like he's just figured out Percy's 
problem, which—he hasn't, because Percy has no intentions of explaining 
to Annabeth he's been fucking himself on his fingers in the shower ever 
since he's been fifthteen, and having dreams where he... puts something 
bigger in there. He couldn't even tell Jason. “I'm sure it'll be great if you 
guys agree to do it. Don't be too discouraged if she isn't interested, or you 
end up not being into it, though. It happens. There are other ways to enjoy 
sex, that's the magic of it.” 


“Right,” Percy nods, looking down at his lap. “I... thanks. I'll keep it in 
mind. I really appreciate the advice.” 


“Any time, Perseus!” Apollo smiles at him, again, too bright for a dorky kid 
like Lester. “It's an honor to help my favorite hero with anything. Don't 
hesitate to ask anything in the future, I'll gladly teach you a lesson.” 


Percy shivers. Oh, gods, Apollo has no fucking idea how much that 
sentence just affected him and he can't ever know. Shit. 


“Thanks,” Percy blurts out, turning away to turn off the lamp, shrouding 
them in darkness. “Uh, busy day tomorrow. Good night.” 


“Night!” 


Apollo stands up and stumbles into his cot. Percy lays down, stares at the 
ceiling, and then, much, much later, when Lester is snoring away too loudly, 
he slips his hands under his waistline and jerks himself off, replaying the 
words favorite hero and teach you a lesson in his head. He cums so hard he 
has to bite his tongue to avoid making noises. And then, when he finishes 
cleaning up in the bathroom, he looks at his own reflection and despairs. 


Fuck. 


He likes Lester. 


Before Lester, Apollo was just a sex symbol. Something for him to stare at 
for a little too long if he was around. Hardly ever in his mind except for a 
stray fantasy or two. Now? He’s actually stopped objectifying him for five 
seconds, seen the dork, the nerd, the caring person underneath, if still 
extremely self-centered, and he... gods. He likes him. Likes him in the 
weirdest way possible, the way he’s never liked Annabeth. 


After the battle, the next day, when Commodus disappears through the 
window of the Waystation and Lester gets a new crispy look, his hair 
slightly bleached and burned, Percy talks to Jo and asks her if there’s any 
alternate way to contact other demigods. 


“Sorry, buddy,” she says, shaking her head with understanding. “You can 
try our internet, but you know how it is.” 


“No, no,” Percy shakes his head, wincing. “I’d hate to make your computer 
blow up.” 


Jo laughs and pats his back, which means... Percy goes to Thalia. 


“You’re looking extra-tanned,” she mentions, eyeing Apollo as he works. 
He has a feeling he interrupted a conversation, but neither of them seem 
bothered, so he doesn’t worry, either. “And like you have bad news for me.” 


Percy sighs and hands her a letter—he’s had it written down for about two 
weeks. Hades, for longer, if the time he spent with the words knocking 
around in his head were anything to go by, since before Apollo even 
showed up at his door. Maybe since Tartarus. 


“For Annabeth,” he presses his lips together. Thalia’s expression falls; she 
must already have an idea what the letter says, just from his face, but she 
nods, patting his arm. “In case you run into her, or into someone that’s 
headed back to New York.” 


Thalia takes a deep breath. “Okay. You’re sure?” 


“Too sure,” Percy wrinkles his nose. “I’m sorry.” 


“Hey, man,” Thalia shrugs. “That’s life. Don’t worry. Whatever helps make 
you happy.” 


Percy glances at Apollo, who’s doing a decent job of pretending he’s not 
listening. He appreciates it. “Thanks. See you around?” 


After that, he forgets about it, and about his, uh, sex issue. He fully focuses 
on the quest and on making sure Meg gets better socialization from him and 
Apollo. One day, when they’re going through the maze with Grover—just 
like old times, huh?—Meg proves to be a little too tired and demands a 
piggyback ride from Apollo. Apollo whines and complains and is a full-on 
baby about it, so Percy offers—only for Apollo to shoulder past him and get 
to his knees in front of Meg. 


“I guess I could use some resistance and strength training,” Apollo 
disguises it as. As if he’s not Meg’s dad in Percy’s mind, considering the 
way he always acts around her. He can’t help but snort. “Lester’s body is 
too frail, after all.” 


“Hey, Meg is not that heavy,” Percy chuckles. “Don’t call the kid fat.” 


“Well,” Meg comments, wrapping her arms around Lester’s shoulders. He 
heaves as he stands, but, surprisingly, holds on well-enough. She looks at 
Percy with a pout. “He hadn’t until you did.” 


Grover laughs, and Percy barely keeps himself from doing so as well. 
“Sorry, Meg. I didn’t mean it the wrong way.” 


“The thicker the tree the stronger?” Apollo comments, then winces. “That 
didn’t sound too flattering, did it? You’re buff, is what I’m saying.” 


Meg huffs. “Boys are stupid.” 


“T haven’t said anything!” Grover points out, at the same time that Apollo 
grumbles about Meg betraying him for Artemis and maidenhood. Percy 
stares at him with a fond, happy smile, and Grover notices. 


They exchange a look, the link between them humming. Percy nods. Grover 
sighs in resignation. At least that’s one person that... semi-approves. 


Percy’s personal issues catch up to him again while at Tristan McLean’s 
home, chatting with Piper about the whole conspiracy and hearing her story. 
He can’t say he’s surprised about her and Jason breaking up, and he thinks 
he gets her; they exchanged glances, and she seemed to have seen herself in 
Percy, in regards to her reason for breaking up with him. 


Then the Iris Message materializes, and Annabeth, shaky and cut-off, 
appears in front of him. “Sea—brain—talk—Thalia—your letter—hear 
me?” 


Everyone kind of freezes up, but Percy doesn’t even have to ask them to 
leave before they do. He exchanges a look with Piper as she closes the 
terrace door behind her, to give him a semblance of privacy, and Percy 
realizes right there and then that he might have to spend some time with her. 
Bond. Use their common ground as an opportunity to actually get to know 
each other because they really don’t, and, despite their differences, they 
have more to relate to than with the rest of the Seven now. 


It’s a messy conversation. He doesn’t understand a third of what Annabeth 
says but she’s not happy. He apologizes. He asks her to move on from him. 
He tells her he still loves her—just not like he thought he did. Percy isn’t 
confident that she gets it before communication starts cutting out fully, and 
they stare at each other for a few seconds in defeat, knowing their 
relationship is dead, until Apollo pokes his head in. 


“Hey, Percy,” he says, ever so softly, shooting him a little smile. “Meg 
wants to play princess and dragon—except there’s four of us, so it’s 
princess, dragon, knight, and sidekick. I think I’ve finally secured the 
princess spot for myself, but we need a dragon. All good here?” 


Despite it all, Percy is instantly filled with relief, and something close to 
joy. With his eyes wide and warm from just the offer—playing with Meg 
reminds him of how he never had something like that, and makes him feel 
better about how he’ll do with Estelle—he looks at Apollo, who blushes 
slightly under the scrutiny. 


He forgets about Annabeth. “You want me to be the dragon?” 


Apollo shrugs with Lester’s lanky, sharp, awkward shoulders, trying to 
appear nonchalant. “You get to kidnap a beauty like me, don’t you? Would 
you pass on that?” 


Percy laughs, shaking his head, then nods. “I’ll be right there, then, just 
give me five minutes.” 


“Sure thing,” Apollo winks, and when Percy turns back to the Iris Message, 
he finds Annabeth with crossed arms, a sad smile, and resignation painted 
all over her face. “Annabeth...” 


“—’s fine—happen—sun—luck, Percy.” 


He doesn’t know what any of the means, but she disconnects before he can 
try to decipher it. 


When he comes back to the living room, Piper has Meg on piggyback, 
clearly playing sidekick, and Apollo is wearing a cheap princess crown that 
Piper must have gotten him from somewhere. 


“Where have all the good men gone?!” Apollo weeps dramatically. “Where 
are all the gods?!” 


Percy snorts. “Definitely not here, if you’re quoting Shrek.” 


Apollo lets out a scandalized gasp. “Perseus! This song transcends Shrek. 
And it was Shrek 2, ll have you know!” 


“Wasn’t it on Glee?” Piper asks, which immediately makes it lose all 
legitimacy. Apollo proceeds to keep quoting the song like she didn’t say a 
word. She exchanges a look with Percy, like seriously, this one? And he 
isn’t even mad that she already knows. 


“Shut up!” Meg exclaims, which does actually make Apollo shut up. He 
glares at her. Meg just nods approvingly. “Good princess.” 


Gods, they’re amazing. Percy might be a little in love with their dynamic. 
He wishes Frank and Hazel were here, and even if things with Jason haven’t 
always been ideal, he thinks it could be manageable. 


And then they infiltrate Caligula’s boats, Percy and Piper get knocked out 
by that fucking horse, Jason dies despite his best efforts to sink the fleet, 
and Apollo almost suceeds at committing suicide. 


Sitting on the beach afterwards, he sobs with Piper. The waves are crashing 
against the shore, a storm is building. He can feel anger, shame and failure 
under his skin, giving it power, and the thing that he hates the most is that 
Jason chose this ending, so Percy doesn’t even get to be mad at himself. 


Piper screams at Apollo to leave, and he does. Meg follows. Percy stays just 
long enough to make sure Tristan and Piper are okay, before he follows 
them. He arrives so, so late at the safe house, the sun is rising and 
scorching, despite Percy’s best storm. Beneath him, Helios rages. The world 
keeps turning. Jason is dead and there's nothing he can do about it now. 


But he finds Apollo, and he looks at the plug in his chest, and he pulls him 
in, hugging him despite not having planned to, unable to resist. He talks 
into his ear. “Don’t you dare do that again. We almost lost you. Meg almost 
lost you. I almost lost you, too, and I already lost Jason. Don’t be a hero. 
That’s my job.” 


Apollo just leans back, and looks at him with those ancient, old, tired blue 
eyes. “But wouldn’t you have done the same?” 


Yes. Yes, he would’ve. “Neither of us is doing that. Ever. No more rash 
decisions.” 


Apollo does not listen. 


He’s glad Piper got to Medea before he did, because he wouldn’t have been 
so kind as to just stab her in the back. 


The quest takes priority again. Percy doesn’t get to breathe until they’re at 
Camp Jupiter and even then he can barely think between the knowledge that 


Apollo is literally dying, again, and his failure to fully sink Caligula’s fleet 
might just be the camp’s demise. He stays behind for most of the things 
Apollo has to get done, in order to protect the place. He hates it. He hates 
not being there for him with all his heart, but when the time for the battle 
approaches, an argument between them ensues. 


“You’re not staying at camp,” Apollo says, his voice even and calm. He’s 
weak and sickly; the worst Lester’s ever been. For only a second, Percy has 
hope that his time locked up is over, and he’! get to help him. “You’re also 
not coming with me. You’re going out to the fleet.” 


Percy scowls, giving him his best Roman wolf-stare. To his credit, Apollo 
doesn’t flinch. “What?” 


“You’re best in the water—” 
“The Tiber—” 


“The fleet, Percy,” Apollo stresses, and he sounds desperate. “New Rome 
hasn’t invested in any sort of protection, defense or attack from or to the 
water in decades. We need a wall. You can take care of it in seconds. I know 
you can do it this time. Without it, we’re doomed.” 


“But [—” 


“No,” Apollo snaps, and Percy actually reels back. It’s the first time 
Apollo’s glared at him like this, talked to him like this. Even as Lester, it is 
slightly intimidating—but Percy isn’t easily intimidated, so he guesses that 
for everyone else, this might actually be scary. “We’re in Rome. You’re an 
honorary praetor. The only authority above you, Reyna, and Frank is me. 
I’m still a god. I intend to save this camp. You will listen. You will 
succeed.” 


“And if you die?” Percy demands, his voice choked off. “If you die and I’m 
not here? If Artemis, or Diana—if she doesn’t come, then what?” 


Apollo’s eyes soften, just so, and he clenches his hands into fists. “Let’s not 
tempt the Fates. I must go, Percy. Please... trust me.” 


It’s not what he wants to hear and his eyes tear up, but he swallows it down. 
He forces it down. He’s led battles before. He’s been a wall before. If his 
role is to sink those ships... then, he will. This time, there’ll be no boats for 
Caligula to threaten them with. He’s fixing his mistake. 


He finds another team ready to sabotage the boats on the way there, when 
the time comes. He lets them do their thing, as he prepares, mentally and 
emotionally—Apollo didn't know of this plan, according to Lavinia. He 
was, apparently, bewildered by it, and he still doesn't know the specifics. 
But Percy's happy to help put the nail in the coffin, once they’re done. 


He lets a prayer escape his lips, and unleashes all of the emotions that have 
been building inside him ever since the last war ended. A familiar presence 
nudges his mind; Poseidon, or perhaps Neptune. It doesn’t matter; this is for 
Apollo first, his father second, and he makes that clear in his head, loud and 
unforgiving. His father withdraws without hesitation, which he appreciates. 


Lavinia whistles, as the fleet sinks in seconds. “Mighty Neptune, I knew 
that shrine should’ve been renovated.” 


Percy shoots her a look, from head to toe. He probably would’ve had 
trouble with it if it wasn’t for her and her team taking down the security and 
the weapons, allowing him to focus instead of having to fight to the point of 
self-destruction. “Think about that for when you get promoted.” 


Making the run back to camp is terrifying. The tunnel is on fire. Only the 
enemy stands outside—and then there's another explosion and Percy doesn't 
care, he rushes in, he finds Hazel, he follows Apollo. 


He holds him as he dies. 


And then Diana arrives and Percy almost screams at her to get on with it 
when she reaches out and taps her dying brother. 


She exchanges a single look with Percy, and shockingly enough, a smile. 
“You have good hands, for a Greek.” 


Apollo sobs all over Diana. She doesn't seem pleased, on the outside, but 
the relief in her eyes is one he's very familiar with. But it's good. It's good. 
They did it. 


And that night, after the celebration, Percy takes Lester's—Apollo's—wrist 
and leads him to the apartment he was given for existing, for having a 
tattoo. They barely say a word. Percy gets down to his underwear and, as 
always, Apollo wears too many clothes, too many layers. But they lay on 
the same bed, so it doesn't matter. 


“Apollo,” Percy starts, but he doesn't know how to explain that his heart 
feels too big for his chest and his body too small for his soul. 


“Tt's okay,” Apollo whispers, and fingers graze his own; Percy tangles their 
hands together. Apollo squeezes once. “I get it. It's okay.” 


He understands his need to not acknowledge it any further, but Percy feels 
greedy. He's seen too much death today. Apollo's seen too much of it, too, 
with his new eyes and his new heart. 


“T have a question about sex,” Percy says, because it's the first thing that 
comes to mind. It's the only thing that feels safe. He licks his lips as he feels 
Apollo turn towards him, embarrassed. “You mentioned a_ prostate 
massage?” 


“I... yes,” Apollo pauses, and then, hesitant: “Would you... would you like 
one?” 


They aren't subtle. They don't need to be. Percy turns to face him and looks 
at Lester's face, tired and too old and yet so young, and sighs. He... gods, 
he might love him. He truly might. And that's terrifying, yet also liberating. 


“Kiss me,” Percy requests, closing his eyes. He doesn't see Apollo tear up 
or the despair on his face. “Apollo. Kiss me.” 


Hands grab his hair and pull him in. Their lips brush, at first still unsure, but 
Percy leans in and Apollo presses a kiss properly against his mouth—from 
there, they're gone. 


Percy lays on his back and lets Lester's smaller frame rest between his 
thighs. He pulls him down, grabbing him by the hair, but it is Apollo who 
licks at his lips first, who bites his lip, who tickles the roof of his mouth and 
grinds down on his crotch until Percy's moaning way too hard, too loud for 
what they're doing. 


“T'll treat you well,” Apollo promises, pressing a kiss over his nose, and 
hands pull at the hem of Percy's underwear. “This is okay, right?” 


“Yeah,” Percy nods, fast enough that it almost cracks his neck, biting the 
inside of his cheek. “Don't we, uh, need lube?” 


A pause. Then: “I forgot I couldn't summon it. Do you mind if I spit?” 


He doesn't, as proven by how eagerly he sucks Lester's fingers into his 
mouth, leaving them dripping. The first press of Apollo's finger against the 
rim of his ass makes him jolt, but from then on Percy relies on muscle 
memory to help him relax, and soon enough he's gasping, asking for more. 


“You're so tight,” Apollo comments, pulling his finger in and out, stretching 
his rim before plunging in. He brushes against his prostate once and Percy 
whines, again, too loud, but it feels good to be loud, so he doesn't hold back 
when the next moan comes. Apollo seems to like them. “Fuck yeah, baby, 
that—you sound so beautiful.” 


Lester's voice cracks, but Percy doesn't care because the praise is far more 
important, and it has him begging for more and more fingers. One by one, 
Apollo teases him, rubbing softly against his prostate before fucking in and 
out of him with his fingers, hard, harder than Percy's ever fingered himself. 


And fuck, it's good. It's so fucking good. He gasps and whimpers into 
Apollo's mouth, begs to cum, moving his body along with Apollo's rhythm, 
imagining that it's his cock instead that's fucking inside him, spreading his 
legs wide. He throws his head back as Apolo rubs so insistently he sees 
stars, and he decides right there and then that Apollo will not be getting 
away from him any time soon. 


“So pretty,” Apollo mumbles, trailing sweet kisses up and down his neck. 
“Wanna fuck you...” 


Percy gasps, feeling his body tense up. Apollo goes harder and that has his 
legs twitching with every thrust, heat building up in his head, pressure 
down in his dick. 


“Do it,” Percy begs. “Please, please, fuck me, fuck me, please, fuck me—” 


He cums. It's too much and yet not enough, but Percy arches his back and 
drops his mouth open and screams, moaning like a whore, loving the 
feeling of spasming around Apollo's still gently rubbing fingers, until every 
single nerve ending in his body is finally too overloaded and Apollo pulls 
back, letting him rest. 


“Holy shit,” he says, staring at the ceiling. Holy shit. Then he looks at 
Lester, with his flushed cheeks and his big blue doe eyes, that crooked nose, 
the acne and the freckles, and the messy dark curls. He’s pretty beautiful 
like this. “Let me... let me get you off.” 


His hands move to grab his pajama pants but Apollo's eyes widen and he 
shakes his head, grabbing his wrists. Percy stares. 


“T don't want you to see me like this,” Apollo says, avoiding his eyes. Percy 
frowns. “I... I am fond of Lester. But for this—this is not my body. It 
feels... wrong. I'd rather... I’d rather not.” 


Percy stares at his embarrassed expression, and then pulls him into a hug, 
burying his face against his neck. He pulls them back to lay in bed, and lets 
Apollo be the big spoon. 


He whispers: “I want you in any form, you know?” 


Apollo takes a shaky deep breath in. He nods. He sounds like he'll cry. 
Maybe he already is. “Thank you. Thank you, Percy. For everything.” 


Percy closes his eyes, and just nods. “Any time, Apollo. Any time. But only 
for you.” 


Much, much later down the line, when Apollo's double checking he's ready 
to face Python and they're surrounded by people from just about 
everywhere, Percy grabs him by the shoulders, pulls him in, and plants an 
intense, tongue-tied kiss on him, long and hot and wet. 


When he pulls back, Apollo is moon-eyed. He winks. “Motivation to return 
alive?” 


Lester's eyes gleam gold. 


Percy can already feel the summer starting—just in time for the sun god to 
come back. 


Apollo kisses his cheek. “I'll make sure of it.” 


Percy stares at his back when he turns, and closes his eyes. He finds 
reassurance in his words. 


The sun always comes back. 

And Percy will wait for him at the finish line. 
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